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RHYMES OF THE CITY OF ROSES 



COURAGE 

What prized and powerful quality must that be 

That led Columbus o'er a nameless sea! 

Who ever human hearts from bondage freed 

Or ever did a single noble deed» 

And courage did not light his daring eye 

And temper, nerve and mind to make the try? 

Without the aid of courage, who enforces law? 
Who ever saint or hero lacking courage saw? 
What founds a kingdom, guards it, prolongs its 

term 
And keeps its great foundation fixed and firm? 
What leads victorious armies as they sweep 
Across the plain and up the frowning steep ? 

*Tis courage — courage is the power that leads, 
The flame of h(H>e, the fire of brilliant deeds. 
It diines upon each worthy mortal's brow; 
Before its shrine the saints in reverence bow. 

With courage men have conquered hostile lands 
And swept aside the curtain that hid their sands; 
And men of courage landed upon these shores 
And met and fought the foes that charged their 
doors. 

The daunted man in fear his arms may fold 

And leave unturned the stone that conceals his gold ; 

May swell his fear and faint at trivial strife 

And even fail to hold the fort of life; 

Dispirited, run upon some shoal 

And, easily foiled, the bells of failure toll. 



Without some courage, brawny limbs on earth 
Are things of very, very little worth ; 
For courage is the temper strength requires, 
And when it fails die fire of life expires ; 
And where it glows, it shines a light to bless — 
The boon that holds the key to all success. 

The man who holds to courage no credible claim 

Is like a heap of fuel without the flame, 

Or like a broad and level desert field 

That plowed and seeded fails a blade to yield, ^ 

Or like a blossom blighted by the frost. 

Or like a nation with wealth and prestige lost. 
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LAW 

The arms of law are stretched to guard us all — 
The wrong against himself inclined to fall ; 
The right against that ruthless outlaw's hand 
That, given sway, would fain despoil the land. 

The school and home that civil life do mold, 
We all know well *tis law that gives them hold. 
The crime of one may curse the lives of two, 
And deeds of ruffians, saints and sages rue. 

And ignorance — tell me what that blight would 

gain 
And virtue lose if law should cease to reign! 
And what of robbers raiding cities with ease 
And bold and heartless pirates cruising the seas? 

Dismiss ideas aimed at trusting tests; 
Law's the pillar on which our progress rests! 
For law has ever checked the steps that swerve ; 
As yet we're mortals, still it well shall serve. 



THE TWO PATHS 

Two paths are leading each to different ends ; 
Consider well to what each pathway tends. 
Two guides upon the distant foreground call; 
Who follows one must court a serious fall. 

Two stars are shining each to guide your flight, 
But forth from one proceeds a poisonous light. 
Beware of all you're not required to earn, 
For stolen gold shall guilty fingers burn. 

One's a cheat that leads the soul to roam 
Far away from liberty, friends and home; 
Where burning shame and guilt and censure swell — 
From precious innocence into a prisoner's cell. 

'Tis these that lead to what for souls awaits. 
And every moment opens both the gates. 
And ever the portals, situate side by side. 
Admit the souls where marching files divide. 

Along the paths within the millions sweep, 
Each upon his path its fruit to reap. 
One to your conscience says "I'm wrong, but stay" 
The other says "I'm right" (oh, go this way). 

Then go, my child; a pathway you must choose. 
I wish and pray that you no good shall lose. 
May Heaven calm the flood where you shall row 
And help you cleave to right where you shall go. 
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DEPARTED FRIENDS 

From lips that are sealed in silence, 

We fancy we hear a voice 
That expresses a heart's rejection 

Or whispers a hope or a choice. 
With scenes that forever have faded, 

We mingle a face and a form 
And a soul that in Eden eternal 

Reposes beyond this storm. 

Whatever we see of sorrow, 

Of joy, of loss or of gain. 
Or how many friends surround us. 

In memory the lost shall remain. 
They are sad yet dear to remembrance. 

From the deepest nooks of our hearts. 
Their words arise like echoes 

And fall like sharpened darts. 

An image we fondly cherish 

In fancy alone is formed, 
And our hearts seem ready to crumble 

Like the walls of a fortress stormed. 
Beyond the mystic river. 

At the portals of life they stand 
And wait for that sweet reunion 

On the shore of the promised land. 

The daylight fails at even, 

Then falls the curtain of night. 
And at dawn the conquering day returns 

With its stream of flooding light. 
And so shall it be with our souls 

In the twilight of mortal life. 
When the angels carry us thither 

From the world of pain and strife. 
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But a sweeter light and a fairer 

Than ever on earth has shone, 
And a brighter, happier, purer place 

Than ever on earth was known, 
Await the souls who journey 

Across the mystic way 
To the changeless sunshine of heaven 

In the land of endless day. 

And sometime there we'll meet them 

With each a joyful heart — 
No more to weep, no more to fail, 

Nor ever again to part. 
And the flowers of joy shall flourish, 

And the streams of life shall flow. 
When worlds shall have worn to atoms, 

And suns shall have lost their glow. 
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NEVER GIVE UP 

Whatever obstructs the path you wish to tread 
Or fills your soul with deep and harrowing dread, 
What ever chills the blood that warms your heart 
Or casts a spell of gloom upon your part ; 

Whenever the flames of pain defiantly flash 
Or sorrow's waves against life's fortress dash, 
Whenever loss inflicts its stunning blow 
And o'er your soul its floods of bitterness flow; 

Wherever grieved upon this globe you stand 
Or failure's mighty fetters chain your hand, 
Wherever you lift your eyes and see the light 
And ills or foes assail you, labor and fight! 

Never give up ! despair is not for you ; 
Though clouds be black, the sky beyond is blue. 
Never think you've fallen till you fall, 
And never answer till the angels call. 

Life is resource ; the world is rich and wide, 
And honest laboring souls are Heaven's pride. 
Your greatest foes shall quake at a dauntless eye 
And vanish as clouds that invade a summer's sky. 

You may be foiled — may lose your earthly all — 
From the world of wealdi to the pale of penury fall. 
You may be faced by threats of evil fate 
And find defeat where victory seems to wait. 

A single failure's quite a trifling thing; 
One battle lost should not dethrone a king. 
A score of minor failures may be met 
Before the issue of fortune shall have set. 
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Let billows roll and storms with fury roar; 
Let come what must of ill on sea or shore. 
Brave! be brave when crushing fears awake; 
Firm I be firm when the soul's foundations shake. 

Your hand and heart can shatter mighty snares 
And swing the ax that shapes these worldly affairs. 
Success awaits the upright, firm and cool; 
The great Creator made your hand to rule. 
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MEMORIAL DAY 

Memorial Day, O hour of tears and pride, 
Within our hearts in unison side by side, 
We weave a sacred wreath around thy name — 
A wreath of holy love to crown the martyr's fame. 
Whilst o'er their dust our flag in glory waves. 
We place our love in garlands upon their graves. 

The tender flowers that upon their mounds we 

press. 
Commemorate souls who died our lives to bless, 
Enforced the laws that gave our homes their peace, 
Compelled the power of tyranny's arm to cease. 
And, built by them, this binding fabric thrives, 
Whose warp and woof are formed of human lives. 

With grateful hearts we sing a solemn lay: 
We tune our hearts to thee, O sweet Memorial 

Day. 
We part our lips to praise the soldiers brave 
Who purchased all our power with pain and grave. 
And grateful hearts of many a serious throng 
Express their love in speech and solemn song. 

Not they alone who fell on a single field. 
But all who fell with lips in silence sealed 
On mountain side and plain, on isle and sea. 
And all who strove to make us pure and free. 
We crown with brightest laurels of holy love 
And wish them peace in deathless courts above. 
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SYMPATHY 

Sympathy rules the soul with noble sway 
And tempers the heart as sunshine brightens day. 
And this alone's the seal of a noble mind 
For, ruled by this, all worthy souls we find. 

With willing heart and ever ready hand, 
It weaves a net of love from land to land. 
It lifts the drowning mortal from the wave 
And pushes back the starving from the grave. 

With deepest, tenderest sense we bear in part 
The grief that wrings another mortal's heart. 
Remain, O Sympathy, ever on every shore; 
Thy praise be sung till men shall live no more. 
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THE STAR OF HOPE 

Will the mighty Creator not give us a birth 
Free from the sorrows and conflicts of earth? 
Will our Father forever deny us the bliss 
Of a world that is brighter and purer than this? 

The Creator is wise; He can love but the right: 
Would He have but an evil world in His si^t? 
Will He give us alone this measured life 
With its manifold evils and multiplied strife? 

Would it please Him — z world where no angel 
within 

Had been stung with a sorrow or wept for a sin ? 

Would He lavish the bliss uncompared with the 
blow 

While He crushed out the lives of his children be- 
low? 

Alone would He live in that splendor and dream 
With no love for the stricken, no care to redeem? 
What were cities of gold with their crystalline 

streets 
Where no eye ever flashes, no heart ever beats ? 
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CHARITY 

What sorrow is softened by charity's hand! 
Without it \diat terror would sweep o*er the land ! 
How many a soul our pavements tread 
Had ceased for the lack of a morsel of bread! 

H^ touch is gentle, her ways are meek; 
She drives the tear from many a cheek; 
She brightens the eye and strengthens the arm 
And shields the penniless one from harm. 

The purest thoughts and the noblest deeds 
Are linked with the care for another's needs. 
From sighs that deepen and pains that dart, 
Charity rescues many a heart. 

In the tenement house and the city's street 
Her deeds of mercy we act and repeat. 
We rescue the perishing, care for the cold, 
Where tales of hunger and sorrow are told. 

From the mind of the mother wrung with fear, 
From the heart of the child that drops the tear, 
From a destitute one on a dark cold day. 
Her touch has driven despairing away. 

The dime that is given for penury's bread 
Will lighten a burden, diminish a dread, 
Or bring to a starving one by the way 
The hope of the dawn of a brighter day. 
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MUSIC 

What a change is wrought 
In the realm of thought, 

What power its notes express 
In its tones that roll 
To the depths of the soul 

And enchant the mind with their stress! 

With tones that inspire, 
It kindles a fire 

Of passion that sways the heart; 
It diarges the ear, 
And the mortals that hear 

Are captured and bound with its art. 

When its note is slow. 
Its melodious flow 

Casts over our souls a spell 
That banishes cheer 
And calls for the tear, 

While of woe it seems to tell. 

When quick the lay 
That its notes do play, 

'Tis like a stream of light; 
It strikes the ear 
With a strain of cheer 

And charms with sweet delight. 

Our thoughts we tell 
In its tones that swell 

Like shadows or sunny beams; 
Our views it impresses. 
Our fancies expresses — 

With sweetness clothes our dreams. 
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When the blosscmis blow. 
In its rhjrthmic flow, 

The birds declare their mirth; 
With a joyful ring, 
Their glee they sing 

To the other creatures of earth. 

It tells of the love 
Of the angels above 

And the passions of mortals below. 
Our joys and our pains 
Are told in its strains; 

With its tones our pleadings flow. 

What it life 'twould be 
On land and sea 

li/no music did lead us along; 
Witn never a note 
On the air to float — 

A world without a song! 
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HOPE 

Hope is the ship that sails to every goal, 
The star that lights, and power that leads, the soul. 
Despair is broken when it lifts its hand, 
And doubt is fettered with its silver band. 

Hope is the cradle from which the effort springs, 
And action's hammer rises on its wings. 
It lifts its scepter; disappointment's clouds depart; 
Its flood of sunshine falls upon the heart. 

Failure loses half its crushing force 
When the soul is backed by this resource. 
To guide our steps, it pours a stream of light; 
To guard our welfare, stands a fort of might. 

Against its walls, the storms of adversity beat; 
Despondency's tides arise, but must retreat. 
To cut away these barriers, 'tis the knife, 
And from its fountain, flow the waters of life. 
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THE DYING HUNTER'S MESSAGE TO 

THE WORLD 



What the dying man wrote \ 

*'Was hunting and wounded bear. It has killed 
me. Good-bye, and may God bless you all/' 



Alone in the midst of a solitude somber and still, 

A hunter died on a wild Alaskan hill. 

But ere expired the hunter's final breath, 

He wrote a note that told the cause of death. 

Upon a hill, his lifeless body was found; 
A desperate struggle marked the mellow ground. 
Upon the hunter, rushed a wounded bear 
With no intent his human foe to spare. 

In a message sent to the world he soon should leave 
Is a kindly word for the hearts who joy or grieve. 
How much is expressed in the final line of his note ! 
"Good-bye, and may God bless you all," he wrote. 

If all who live, for others bore such love, 
This world would nearer match the world above. 
For toiling souk who wearisome burdens bear, 
We need more love, more thought, more heart-felt 
care. 
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THE TILLER OF THE SOIL 

Answer to Edwin Markharns poem entitled, 
"The Man with the Hoe' 

He breathes the purest air upon the earth, 
And sings contentment's song of ease and mirth. 
Less fortimate mortals sip the gall of woe, 
While round his home the smiling violets blow. 

His pastures teem with herds of fattening kine, 
While Peace and Plenty come with him to dine. 
The busy bees that gadier the crystal sweet, 
Lay it neatly packed before his feet. 

While slumber's arms are folded round his soul, 
The passing hours in peaceful silence roll. 
A million workers throng his sunny fields. 
Each bounteous stock its liberal blessing jrields. 

The happy birds his cheerful thoughts employ. 
And sing to him melodious songs of joy. 
The music of brooks and breezes charms his ear, 
And every shower and sunbeam brings him cheer. 

His grape-vines cling to arbor, fence and wall, 
And into his hands, their purple clusters fall. 
His gardens fill his bins with foodful roots. 
And trees and shrubs upon him shower their fruits. 

The ruddy peaches, juicy, large and sweet. 
In summer's sunny hours his appetite greet ; 
And ripe are they — ^not grown on distant soil 
And picked when green for fear that they might 
spoilt 

No haughty master offers him a flout; 
No urging employer orders him about. 
Beside his hearth, beneath his vines and trees, 
He guards his w^th and lives a life of ease. 
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His pastures, fields and gardens want defy, 
And clouds and sunshine heap his treasures high. 
A king he reigns, and lives in royal style 
And sings and whistles all the happy while. 

He goes, and comes, and works, and quits, at will. 
And every blossom lends his pride a thrill. 
He never asks for work nor begs for bread ; 
No chick or child of his is scantily fed. 

No hour of rest can break from his control 
Nor grim starvation's terror seize his soul. 
The pallid cheek and faded eye of want, 
Upon his hearth-stone never make their haunt. 

The winds that course the heavens turn the wheel 
That swells his wealth and fills his soul with weal. 
The dancing sunbeams fill his mows with hay, 
And dew-drops nurse his plants at close of day. 

When age with feeble years, upon him creeps, 
He owns his fields and still their wealth he reaps. 
The trees he nursed in earlier, stronger years, 
Nurse his soul when the sunset of life appears. 

The fields he cleared beneath the former skies. 
Shield his life from the pauper's wants and sighs. 
The home he loves with fields and trees and vines 
Becomes the staff on which his age reclines. 

A life amid the blossoms, fruit and buds; 
A life of freedom bathed in sunny floods! 
Who asks of God a happier lot than this 
Or hopes for more below yon Eden's bliss? 
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DREAMS 

Fantastic disturbers of slumber's silent hours, 
Illusion's castles, fancy's tender flowers 1 
Dreams our thoughts to wildest nonsense turn, 
And then in the fire of waking reason burn, 
Upon our minds in midnight's silence creep, 
And flatter and cheat our senses while we sleep. 

When mighty Reason's scepter in slumber falls, 
These fits of fancy make their stealthy calls. 
In passive minds, their changeful shapes they mold ; 
In brains benumbed, their silent revels hold. 
Their fabled fortunes sleepers lose and reap. 
They falsehoods tell that makes us laugh and weep. 

The prospector dreams of mineral he has found; 
In fancy, he digs it out of rock or ground. 
But when he wakes, he holds an empty hand, 
For all his glittering treasure turns to sand. 

The thirsty soul may drink the water cool 
From flowing brook or limpid spring or pool; 
But dreamland's water could not quench his thirst 
If all its fountains upon his lips should burst. 
The hungry soul devours loaves and steaks, 
But fancied food no spell of hunger breaks. 

Dreams! what sweet deceivers when they show 
Happy scenes of the misty long ago- 
Sweet for a second, then their charms are lost. 
And they to doom by the fleeting moments tossed. 

Dreams! what mad deceivers when they cast 
Over our minds a spell of sorrow's blast. 
They wring from us the deepest, wildest fears 
And then with flight they mock our foolish tears. 
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BE GLAD TO-DAY 

Be glad to-day if you are blessed with sight; 
If you can see the beautiful world in light; 
If you can see the tender blooms that blow; 
The showers that fall, the silvery streams that 
flow. 

If you can see the sunshine, birds and bees, 
The fields, and forests, grass, and vines, and trees; 
If you can see the villages, teams, and trains. 
The pleasant valleys, mountains, hills, and plains. 

Be glad to^ay, O mortal, if you can hear; 

If song and shout your heart can thrill and cheer ; 

If you can hear the steps and voice of friends ; 

If youVe this gift that often life defends; 

If you can hear the musical tones that swell; 

The softly murmuring brook, the pealing bell. 

Be glad to-day if you are blessed with health; 
If you possess this crown of precious wealth, 
This golden fount of pleasure, source of peace, 
Your woes should end, and all your murmurings 
cease. 

Be glad to-day if you are not in need; 
Be glad your sheaf is not a thorny weed, 
For many weeds are growing along the way, 
And many thorns are scattered where we stray. 

Be glad if you can climb the mountains high 
That lift their beauty up toward the sky. 
Be glad to-day, oh, give your heart to mirth 
If you have strength to walk the pleasant earth ; 
If you can go on warm and sunny days 
And upon the silent forests* sweetness gaze; 
If you can walk the streets and lanes with ease. 
And swim the ponds and climb the beautiful trees. 
So far from worry or any thought to shirk 
Be glad if you have strength to do your work. 
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THE HERMIT'S HOME 

0*er turf untrod the grasses wave 

Beside the weeds that nature gave. 

From dawn till dark, through night and day, 

Pathetic silence holds the sway. 

The hut of gray upon the green 
But lonelier makes the lonely scene. 
Beside the hearth a heart alone 
Nurses thoughts but one has known. 

No song nor organ's soaring peal 
Expresses grief or praises wed. 
No word of sympathy, love or cheer 
To lighten care is whispered here. 

How dark that lonely tenant's doom — 
Engulfed in solitude's sea of gloom! 
How fit for tears, how sad his tone 
Who works and lives and dies — alone! 

The streamlet flows through vistas still 
And plays and purls beneath the hill. 
Along that brook the willows weep, 
Where seems the hermit's heart to sleep. 

Beneath those limbs the lilies blow 
And fade beside the rippling flow. 
Though elsewhere brightening knoll and nook, 
They here but wear a lonely look. 

The rains of winter swell the rills. 
And springtime's sunshine warms the hills. 
So onward moves the mirthful world. 
While storm and smile by h^ are hurled. 
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But here the doud unlig^ted clings, 
And the angel of sadness spreads his wings. 
\ Whene'er for cheer you choose to roam, 

\ Beware that spot — ^the hermit's home. 
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THE BURNING THEATER 

The Iriquois Theater was burned in Chicago 
III, J December 30, 1 903. 

In the Iriquois Theater hundreds of souls, 

Unforboding and peaceful and gay, 
Sat in their boxes amused with the scenes 

On that fateful December day. 
Suddenly rose a cloud of smoke; 

It spread across the stage. 
Vivid flames through the scenery leaped, 

Checkless with fiendish rage. 
The audience rose, and then came the rush 

As they heeded these warning notes; 
And screams and cries of fear and distress 

Arose from a thousand throats. 

Quick to the ceiling leaped the wild flames; 

There came an explosion of gas, 
And the people, who rushed from death to escape, 

Were a stifling, struggling mass. 
And a fearful roar overhead was heard 

As the roof from the building was blown. 
From the crush of imperiled, bewildered souls 

Rose many a shriek and groan. 
But the heat and smoke and gas so deadly. 

Life could endure not long; 
And ghastly death with its pallor descended 

Swiftly upon the throng. 
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The door-ways that led to escape were blocked, 

And scores were trampled to death, 
And many were caught in the cloud of smoke^ 

And fainted and lost their breath. 
Many lives the gas destroyed, 

When death in an instant came; 
And others among the lost succumbed 

To the fiery tongues of flame. 
To many, the rush to escape was in vain 

Each way as in choice they turned; 
And half a thousand lives were lost 

When the Iriquois Theater burned. 

Then in Chicago's snowy streets. 

Dread was the tearful scene. 
Where souls confused for their loved ones seeking, 

Faced that smoky screen. 
Deep in the hearts of the stricken throng, 

Frantic anxiety reigned; 
The weaker fainted, the strong were unnerved. 

When a glimpse of that horror they gained. 
Of the mourners, how long this direful event 

Must darken with grief each door I 
How many dear hearts from homes are gone 

To be seen in their places no more! 
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MY MOTHER 

With tireless patience week by week, 
Who taught my infant tongue to speak? 

My Mother 

When first I stepped to face life's storm, 
Who steadied my faltering infant form? 

My Mother. 

Who came to my bedside, and there 
Tau^t me to lisp my first child's prayer? 

My Mother. 

Whene'er my child's heart lost its cheer, 
Whose tender voice repelled all fear? 

My Mother's 

Who, when my heart to fret inclined, 
With music calmed my childish mind? 

My Mother. 

Who guarded me year after year, 
Enhanced each pleasure, dried each tear? 

My Modier. 

Who to my side with pencil came 
And taught me how to write my name? 

My Mother. 

Who did for me from day to day 
More than I ever can repay? 

My Mother. 

Who when life's end is drawing near 
Of all hearts must remain most dear? 

My Mother. 
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BACHELOR "BILLY'* 

Long ago wheii only fir-treed 

Stood where his cabin stands, 
Came Bachelor "Billy" across the sea 

From distant foreign lands. 
He came to the wild Pacific coast 

And there on his homestead filed, 
To make his home id the solitude 

Of an Oregon forest wild. 

The bachelor's cabin was built of logs 

That were cut by the bachelor's hands 
From trees that once were growing 

Where the little old cabin stands. 
A lonely place is the cabin. 

While silence surrounds each wall, 
The green leaves grow around it, 

And fade and wither and fall. 
A grape-vine's tendrils cling 

To a fruit-tree standing near. 
And the fruit of the tree and the vine 

Together ripen each year. 

All round his little farm, 

The slender fir-trees stood; 
And far away in early days 

Stretched the great wild wood. 

Out in the little meadow. 

In springtime's sunny air. 
Many wild strawberries grew 

And ripened here and there. 

Long did the lone man's home 

Stand like a fruitful glade: 
Through years that came and passed away 

As shadows form and fade. 
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The bachelor grew tobacco to smoke, 

And fruit and potatoes to eat; 
And the game he killed in the woods, 

Was the lonely bachelor's meat. 
Each year did "Billy" cut the grass 

That grew on the little mead 
And stored it in his little barn 

To save for winter feed. 

With skill he made his leather 

And all the shoes he wore; 
And those he made were as good as the best 

That could be bought at a store. 

With a musket, "Billy" killed his game; 

'Twas the only gun he kept. 
And loaded it leaned against the wall 

While the bachelor work or slept. 

No children played around his house; 

Instead there were chickens and cats; 
The wild birds sang in the apple-trees; 

In the bam were mice and rats. 
And the little striped squirrels 

Raced on the old fir rails 
In a merry way with many a chirp 

And lifted bushy tails. 
And the blue-jays, larks and robins, 

On the meadow or perched in the trees, 
Sang their lays to the lonely man, 

And flitted and hopped in ease. 

In winter, he sat in his cabin 

And saw the rain-drops fall, 
And listened to the wintry winds 

That whistled against the wall. 
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Alone he sat m his cabin 

And filled and smoked his pipe 
And ate the big red apples 

That the sunshine of summer made ripe. 

Sometimes I went to his cabin 

And sat beside his fire 
And listened to the tales he told 

Of pomp and greed and ire. 
One day we stood by the tannery, 

Where grasses and fruit-trees grow. 
"When I built that I was younger," said he; 

" 'Twas twenty-eight years ago." 
I stood and looked at the old fir logs 

That once were green in the tree; 
And I thought of the years that since had flown 

And never again could be. 

Just under the hill in the canon, 

The creek goes murmuring by 
With little cascades and ripples as clear 

As the blue of summer's sky. 
The creek is just as fresh and young 

As it was when the bachelor came; 
Its water as cool and its waves as pure, 

And it ripples and rushes the same. 
But time has changed the bachelor; 

Each year he has older grown, 
And his locks that remain have been made gray 

By the long years that have flown. 
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PEACE 

Peace, O Peace, how dear we love thee! 

Sweet is life in thy embrace; 
Hearts, and homes, and nations suffer 

When from them thou hid'st thy face. 
Would that o'er us thou could'st hover 

And rest at every mortal's side 
While we grope through clouds and shadows 

And these hastening moments glide. 
Would thy smiles might ever cheer us 

While these troublous moments fleet 
And with haste impatient pulses 

Waft our souls to yon retreat. 

In our factories harp thy music; 

On our highways pace thy tread; 
Scatter in our homes thy blessings; 

On our souls thy sweetness shed. 
Guide our actions, guard our thresholds; 

Bar to cruel war the doors. 
Let thy calm and precious presence 

Hover o'er the seas and shores. 
Light the path that leads us onward ; 

Dark enough it then shall be — 
Dark enough without the horrors 

Men know when they frown on thee. 
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MY TEACHER 

Who at my side from day to day 
Led me to wisdom's lighted way? 

My Teacher. 

Who trained my mind and fitted me 
To sail on manhood's stormy sea? 

My Teacher. 

Who taught me to be kind and just 
And in the truth and right to trust? 

My Teacher. 

Without whose aid the print I prize 
Were meaningless marks before my eyes? 

My Teacher. 

When solving problems I reflect, 
Whose answer do I recollect? 

My Teacher's. 

Within my heart whose honest face 
Shall ever claim a sacred place? 

My Teacher's. 
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THE MOUNTAIN STREAM 

Its waters flow 
From ice and snow 

Where frozen snow-drifts lie, 
Fall over the blufl 
On boulders rough 

And throw the spray at the sky. 

Through tangled drift, 
0*er rocky rift, 

Racing and wild and free, 
It checks not speed 
Till its waves are freed 

On the foaming wastes of sea. 

With changing tone, 
O'er channeled stone, 

O'er pebbles, sand and clay. 
Kissing the earth 
And dancing in mirth 

It leaps and glides away. 

Now carrying away 
The turf and clay 

With the swollen water's sweep, 
Then bright and clear 
Its waves appear 

As they hasten on to the deep. 

From limpid pool. 
Placid and cool, 

Where the beaver builds his home 
And springs that gush 
Its waters rush 

And mingle in snow-white foam. 
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Qianged to waves, 
From gorges and caves, 

Glacier and snow-drift glide in glee, 
From mountain moss. 
Wildly to toss 

On the angry swells of sea. 
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FREEDOM 

If you have a Urd encaged 

And wish to set it free 
To draw the breath of freedom 

And course the air in glee, 
Lift the door of the cage, 

And as soon as the way is clear, 
Out goes your feathered captive 

Into freedom's sphere. 
Thus rules a force of nature 

That creatures all obey; 
The ch(Mce of liberty appeals 

And never fails to swzy. 

Great nations guard their freedom 

With pence by millions spent. 
Nor life is held too sacred 

To risk for this intent: 
To fly a flag of freedom, 

A nation's dearest dove. 
In sweet content and glory 

Over the homes we love. 
Thus through ages has it been; 

Thus shall it ever be; 
Men love life; they love their homes, 

And they love that one word "Free." 

Men quickly rush to battle. 

From peace to toil and pain, 
Heedless of danger's presence. 

Their freedom to undiain. 
Through hunger, disease and loss. 

Cheering for freedom's hour. 
In a rush of desperation. 

Striking the tsrrant's power, 
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They shatter his evil strength, 

Fetter his haughty pride, 
Build their homes in freedom's light 

And drift with freedcmi's tide. 

The light of a nation's life 
Is the love of freedom's reign, 

In which mental power — not heritage- 
Will any man's rise explain. 

And the souls with richest gifts 
Are the nation's guiding stars; 

For in perfect freedom's rule, 
No blight of prejudice mars. 

No wonder nations battled. 
No wonder men have bled, 

Thralldom's poisonous flood to purge 
Till freedom took its stead! 
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THE OPENING OF SPRING 

When the snows of winter vanish 

And the screen of clouds oft parts, 
The season of hope and promise 

Knocks at the doors of our hearts. 
When the reign of gloom is broken, 

Pleasure pervades the soul — 
Pleasure that snow can not buiy 

Nor storm nor frost control. 
When the bluebirds return to the meadows 

And the sunshine warms the earth, 
The loud, clear notes of the yellow-hammer 

Tell of boundless mirth. 

The tender folded lilies 

Push through the fern and mold, 
As the bright and balmy spring begins, 

And the sunbeams banish the cold. 
And countless buds are bursting 

On the slopes and beside die streams. 
And blades unnumbered are rising 

To color our summer dreams. 
The blo(Hn of life is coming 

Back to the gray old earth, 
And hearts that tolled for winter's gloom 

Shall beat the march of mirth. 

From his winter retreat, the squirrel 

Goes to the meadows green ; 
And bruin comes out from his twilight den 

To greet the mirthful scene. 
The furry forest denizens. 

Since stinging frosts are past. 
And they feel the touch of warmth, begin 

Their winter coat to cast. 
The sunshine breaks through the parting clouds, 

And the early blossom opes, 
And the wheels of awakened industry 

Hum with a thousand hopes. 
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Round the globe from east to west, 

Over the lands and seas, 
Stretches a season of growing warmth 

That quickens the bulbs and trees. 
The waves that winter imprisoned 

Are freed when the warm rain falls, 
And the sunshine deals its crushing stroke 

At the icy prison walls. 
A feeling of hope and gratitude 

And an air of ambition and mirth 
Enlivens mortal beings 

When springtime brightens the earth. 



4J> 



LOVE'S TRIAL 
Alvin 

I know a truth that I'll tell to you, 

Though I fear it will make you sad ; 
For I have come to believe 'tis a fact 

That lovers all are mad. 
Some magic spell, mysterious charm 

Tak» hold on a thoughtless soul 
And lures him on, till a victim mocked. 

He has played a simpleton's role. 

Cordelia 

I am surprised thus to hear you speak. 

Do you say that those words are truth? 
Say, do you speak what a man believes 

Or but jest as a simple youth? 
I cannot think that you would be false 

When so long you have been true; 
And I do hope that you do not mean 

What those words have conveyed from you. 

Alvin 

Indeed those words do tell my belief. 

Truth are they, not a jest for fun; 
For thou^t disclosed the truth to me 

And counted love and folly one. 
For thought leads wisdom by the hand 

And drives out folly to the light, 
Corrects whom silly ways have led. 

Spurs nonsense into speedy flight. 

Cordelia 

Tell me, I ask, do not you love me? 
Who bewitdied you thus to reply? 
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What so bewilders your mind that you 
Stand to perfidy's verge so nigh? 

Why IS it you can not discern 

Between the right and the wrong — 

Between true happiness and the false — 
Between love and a siren's song? 

Jlvin 

Indeed I have loved you with ardent love, 

For thus entrapped was I 
For now I know that the folly of love 

Is as wide as the limitless sky. 
And yet from the foolish mortal throngs, 

Who vie in field and street, 
Impassioned souls rush in headlong flight 

To breathe the poison of deceit. 

Cordelia 

Love is the chief est blessing of home; 

In sweetest homes it brightest shines. 
But keep me away from that spot 

Where alone a forlorn heart pines. 
Do I a selfish coward love — 

Not a warm heart true and brave? 
I thought that I loved an honorable soul, 

A gem that heaven gave. 

Alvin 

Ha, ha! so you think you've been deceived. 

Fm wiser far than some, indeed — 
Not a fool to plow up sand and rocks 

Nor to plant the picture of a seed. 
Your talk were well with simpler minds 

But, placed on wisdom's scale. 
It weighs like scent in avoirdupoid 

Or chaff befote a gale. 
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Cordelia 

Your words fall heavy on my heart; 

Each taps a pool of tears. 
Were it a possible thing to do, 

I should distrust my ears. 

Alvin 

I'm quite convinced your ears are sound; 

Believe what they report. 
Lavish no tears upon the past 

Nor future trouble court. 
For oft the bonds of union break. 

And love is apt to fade, 
And things unpleasant may be said 

When temper casts its shade. 

Cordelia 

That life companions never are false, 

I think no one contends; 
But miserable they and mean their ways! 

Who acts of such defends? 
Do you confess a shameful lack 

Of honor and moral strength 
Or charge that sad defect to me? 

Your vow — is this its length? 
Do you think that men are not held to account 

For the vows that on earth they break ? 
Can souls fall asleep in the chains of sin 

And on Eden's shores awake? 

Jlvin 

I've little wealth to offer you; 

My gold is mostly sand. 
And you can find a handsomer man 

Who will accept your hand. 
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If ^ngle life is not your choice, 

By this no wrong I do; 
For a man of letters, title and wealth 

Will give his hand to you. 

Cordelia 

You mention titles and wealth to me — 

Small things and mean are they! 
Do you think that down Fd drag my soul 

From sentiment's noble sway? 
What moves your soul to utter such words? 

By what is your tongue controlled? 
Do you think Fd sacrifice my soul 

On the altar of fashion and gold? 
What profits me another's choice? 

My love is for but one : 
The power to bless or blight my love, 

Save you, is held by none^ 
And you, who said you loved my soul, 

Now turn your face from me. 
Away with you! Til die alone 

In tears beneath this tree. 

Alvin 

My words were false. Forgive my tongue. 

'Twas not my soul that spoke. 
'Twas only an idle gossiper's words 

That some suspicions woke. 
And then I thought to prove your love — 

To prove that I am he 
Wh<Mn you do love with all your heart. 

I pray you, pardon me. 

Cordelia 

*Tis thus you speak to soothe my grief. 
You mean not what you say. 
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To-day you'll pledge your love to me, 
And to-morrow you'll turn awmy. 

Jlvin 

Solemnly I say to you: 

I love you with all my soul. 
My hand and heart shall be but yours 

Till life's last wave shall roll. 
Whatever power may shake my soul, 

Beside you I will stand: 
rU fight life's battles at your side; 

I pray you, take my hand. 

Cordelia 

You seem in earnest — ^is it true? 

'Tis all to me to know. 
Again I seriously question you: 

Say, are you friend or foe? 

Alvin 

Friend — ^that word is quite tbo cheap. 

A lover is more than a friend. 
And I'm your lover and ever shall be 

Till love and life shall end. 

Cordelia 

If no deception you had played, 

I would believe your word; 
And none on earth were happier than I 

Because of what I've heard. 
But I fear your promises are false. 

They've an empty sound to me: 
Like winds that blow at morn toward shore, 

At eve toward the sea. 
I think 'tis meet that now we part. 
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You're false and so am I. 
You go this way, arid FU go that, 
Nor either ffet nor cry. 

Jlvin 

Hold, come back — ^ydu mean not this. 

Tis not a time to joke. 
Your icy laugh falls on my heart 

Like a hammer's crushing stroke. 

Cordelia 

My words are truth. I speak no jokes. 

I mean just what I say. 
Thither Fll take the nearest path, 

And you may go your way. 

Alvin 

Say not you mean such cruel things. 

You know that we are true. 
You know *tis true that you love me. 

And you know that I love you. 

Cordelia 

I told you once I meant no jokes. 

Why would you hear it again? 
Do you wish to hear things forty times 

Twice multiplied by ten? 

Alvin 

I see that I have angered you; 

I meant no wrong, I vow. 
But now revenge eclipses love, 

And anger clouds your brow. 
*Twas only because of gossipers 
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That thus I spoke to you. 
I ask forgiveness for a mistake; 
I wish not this to rue. 

Cordelia 

Gossipers — ^why tell me that? 

I know your mean designs. 
You've met some other pretty girl, 

And your heart to her inclines. 
And now if you love that other girl, 

Go offer her your heart; 
FU release you from your vow, 

And you and I shall part. 

Ahin 

Your words torment my guiltless soul. 

I love no other girl. 
Why at my heart such baseness lay, 

Such accusations of perfidy hurl? 
If thus you wish, TU go away, 

But this to you be known: 
Never another shall I love; 

I'll walk life's paths alone. 

Cordelia 

I think that now I've proved your love; 

So, both are tried and true. 
I thought that since you proved my love, 

I'd do some proving, too. 
And now let's join our hands in love. 

And henceforth falsehoods shun 
Until this changeful race of life 

Forever shall be run. 
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Jlvin 

Your words are wise, and I agree 
To do what they propose, 

For evil hearts and erring tongues 
Are mankind's mightiest foes. 
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WHAT I LOVE 

murmuring brooklet, gently flow along — 

1 love to hear your softly rippling song. 
And you, O flowers that kiss my falling feet, 
I love you well, you look so pure and sweet. 

I love the sunshine clear and warm and bright, 
That bathes the world in streaming floods of light. 
I love the pretty birds that plainly tell 
The joy they feel in notes diat sweetly swell. 

I love the willows, cedars, hemlocks, firs. 

The twining vines, the twigs, the leaves and burrs. 

I love the deep ravines, the peaks and hills 

And mountain sides with gray old rocks and rills. 

I love the gardens, orchards, meadows green 
And fields of grain with streams and lanes between. 
I love the world of nature; here we span 
The constant love of God revealed to man. 

I love the morn when birds with music wake 
And streaming rays through banks of cloudlets 

break. 
I love the eve that crowns the day with gold. 
When silver dew-drops kiss the clover's fold. 

I love the tender spring with changing scene, 
When winter makes its grave beneath the green. 
I love the summer peaceful, bright and gay, 
That fills with mingled charms the mirthful day. 

I love the autumn bringing golden sheaves 
And tossing down its showers of tinted leaves. 
Her days of mildness hold peculiar charms 
That rock the soul in fancy's fairy arms. 
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O human hearts for whom this world was planned, 
How great the wealth that lies at your command! 
And you, O souls that heed no evil call, 
Who work and weep and joy — I love you all. 
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CUPID IN THE BALANCE 

Anna 

Though I ne*cr did nor do with them agree, 
My friends' advice a little troubles me. 
They say that love's a thing foredoomed to fade, 
And Cupid hamassed soon will limp and jade. 
My ears they charge; my heart they can not reach. 
My love for you may screen the truth they teach. 
For souls are prone to hold a biased view 
When one opposes what they think is true. 

Dan 

I do not doubt your friends are quite sincere. 
But depth of thought in them does not appear. 
For this you should no less their friendship prize; 
A faithful friend is wont a friend to advise. 
There lives a man alone where tree and vine 
And bloom and blade to please the eyes combine. 
At times I passed his cabin and wondered why 
Seclusion ruled his soul while years rolled by. 
Beside his hearth I sat with him one day. 
The world was bright; it was the first of Mayl 
This day's a joy," he said with brightening eyes, 
For men who see the good that in it lies; 
For them that grieve their tears bedim the light 
And sorrow's breakers dash the soul to night." 
"But you are free from trouble. Uncle Ned, 
And you must be a happy soul," I said. 
"A happy soul! I wish that such were true. 
But once it was when younger skies were blue. 
Though tales of tears are better seldom told. 
My only joy is wrapped in memory's fold. 
I loved and lost. And all with love who part 
Are numbered with the lorn and sad of heart." 
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Jnna 

So love's enchanting sway the fates employ 
To plant in mortal breasts the bloom of joy. 
So hap may crush that sweet and tender bloom 
And banish fondest hopes to endless gloom. 
Whatever they lose, no tears may flood the eyes 
Of those deprived of what they do not prize. 
If maids for lovers weep, it follows then 
That tender women prize the love of men. 
And men who grieve for sweethearts lost to them 
By this reply to all who love condemn. 
Some timid souls their claims to joy release; 
For fear of ill, exalt the name of peace. 
They say that quiet combines with single life, 
But marriage vows precede a world of strife. 

Dan 

Ha, ha! such childish fears may place a ban 
On timorous minds, but ill becomes a man. 
Besides, adversity strikes the world at will 
Nor always seeks the joy of two to kill. 
If peace be crowned his greatest earthly goal, 
Then only sleep insures the fearful soul; 
And dreamless sleep— Hiot fanned by fancy's wing, 
For dreams might frighten or trouble him, poor 
thing. 

Jnna 

A hundred men upon a recent date 
Convened as a court to try the married state. 
"Marriage a failure," this what they found 
Or thought they did on some reliable ground. 

Dan 

Let him who thus believes assimie the face 
To curse the world, condemn the human race. 
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And let this soul to a tender youngster say, 
You are a failure; go from the world away! 
And let him say to a mother caressing her child , 
You are a failure ! Madam, you're beguiled. 
And let his eyes survey the marvels done 
By hands of mortals under the blazing sun, 
And let him weigh the progress men have made 
Where art and comfort stretch their long parade. 
Then let him lift to heaven his narrow eye 
And speak to God through yonder shining sky 
And strike again his plaintive, doleful chord: 
The world that Thou hast made is a failure, Lord ! 
His erring tongue will then have said enough. 
Then let his mind digest this senseless stuff 
If he indeed possess a rational mind 
The truth amid ideas false to find. 
Or give him brains to fill that upper space 
And let him learn his silly tongue's disgrace. 
I do not say that every mortal soul 
Should marriage seek and set it for his goal, 
For some have loved and will not love again, 
And different tastes prevail with different men. 

Anna 

A loveless marriage may be worse by far 
Than lonely hours this transient life to mar. 
Impulsion wafts imprudent souls to grief, 
But slow discretion sights the distant reef. 

Dan 

No mine consists of pure unmingled gold. 
Nor do paths of earth the joys of paradise hold. 
But what are hands and minds that kingdoms sway 
But arms and forts with which to face the fray? 
Mortals make mistakes, and herein lies 
The fuel from which contention's flames arise. 
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But fagots alone posses no power to scorch ; 
In this the tongue controls the torch. 

Anna 

And every act should pass the judgments' test 
And every thought be weighed before expressed. 
Through hovering clouds of ill, let hope appear ; 
Forgive and love, and light this realm with cheer. 
And friends shall stand where else but foes had 

stood 
And evil's glaciers melt to streams of good. 

Dan 

Can you for life to these ideals conform? 
Withstand the trying stress of anger's storm? 
Would not your love with years be swept away — 
Your zeal dissolved as blooms and blades decay? 
Can you these great ideals uphold, extol, 
If poverty's cru^ing legions charge your soul, 
For none can tell how hap may season our cup 
Or size and shape the ship to bear us up. 

Anna 

I can. Dismiss your fear if such you feel. 
rU bear with you whatever the fates shall deal. 
Nor shall I quail not yet of aught complain; 
Determined souls aver no things in vain. 
But how can you endure the withering gale 
If fortune's mighty blasts perverse prevail? 
Should loss and toil on you impose their thrall. 
What prop is yours? What cup would sweeten 
that gall? 

Dan 

* 

My love for you the strongest stay shall form 
To hold me stanch through life's severest storm. 
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TATTLING 

Your erring mortal self examine well 
Before another's petty faults you tell. 
And you who wish to make a failing known, 
Tell the wide and curious world your own. 

If you so great a dearth of subjects feel 
That you can tell no tale of wit or weal, 
In other scenes and places you may find 
Wholesome thoughts to fill your empty mind. 

Or better still the poets* pages scan 
Where shine the brightest jewels of thought of man. 
Your mind with theirs will soar to holier heights, 
Sipping cups of wisdom's sweet delights. 

A tattling tongue can make you many a foe 
But never good upon your life bestow. 
Be slow against the souls of God to rail. 
Mortals are weak; forgive the hearts that fail. 
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LOVE 

O Love, a seraph here» a siren there, 
To what shall I caprices of thee compare? 
Ah, thou mysterious queen of palace grand, 
Of lowly hut and rank of every land, 
How kindlest thou thy flame of heavenly fire 
That deep within the soul may never expire! 

A heart may hear but once thy piercing call. 
And onward led, in favor rise or fall. 
Unmoved by wit, uncoaxed by grace or gold. 
Of hearts and homes the destiny thou dost hold. 
Thou^ virtue, wealth and wisdom aid supply. 
They cannot give when God doth thee deny. 

An arbiter, thou dost loose on hearts thy light 
As rays of sunshine break the reign of night, 
Or strikest them as drought doth sear the leas 
And saddenest them as lightning shattereth trees. 
And whom thy mystic fancy doth reject 
May plead and hope and see affection wrecked. 

So we shall do but what with sense we may. 
Our hearts to thee we open; pass our way. 
If thou shalt choose the single file to cease, 
We pray that thou remain with us in peace. 
If thou reject, well make no impassioned plea; 
Our tears be thine, our tongues still praising thee. 
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